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6 Dear Death , oblige me now fo far ; 

(And (hew’d him an embroider’d ftar) 

< My houfe upon that favourite hill, 

* I fain would leave it in my will, 

« Withfome contiguous lands that I 

* Have had a long defign to buy.’ 

The King of Terrors thus reply’d, 

Have not your friends— (I hope in heav n) 
To you fuflicient warning given 1 
Your fever, near ten years ago, 

The palfy, which now fliakes you io. 
Were meflengers all fent by me, 

To warn you of your deftiny. 

Then hand no more thus Jhill-l-Jbau 
But come along with me, I tell ye. 

M OR 4 L- 

Each moment of our fleeting Bieatb, 
Should warn ,us of approaching death. 

reflection. 

To hear a man of eighty cry. 

And plead he’s not prepar d to ch , 
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Is tenge to a judicious ear. 

And fhews his follies but too clear ; 

We daily die, though feel it not, 

Arefoon decay’d and foon forgot, 

And every thing on earth we fee 
Reads lectures of mortality. 



